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the Canadian deccendants of those frst voyameurs,
gints  with plenms of bronze; in her Llue eyes sur-
price and joy ety eled tlivenntent
guercd i, And ® r, of whose precence
in my mind T iad been but dimly through
the dlay in iy hears, | delt the interplay o1
BOCEC SAYEEH lictween the
gitll Jn wi T spemed
pecret derstandineg, and the Satlier, standing at the
door  Letween the man and the man At the hearth
the ora: . inscrutable silent,
poirad ] unfolding
and over all acided the
Pt st n

Fven
I saw the I's § U
love. impassioned speech,  Slade
thing and her eyes flushied pretily an a half
anger. Then the father came back, and it
though the eurtuin fell upan a drania
Marie,” he said, harshly
Jow; we must ciarry up more.”

Rebellion Naclied out from lier ey
with supple adroitness, the liad
himself hetween the girl and I do not think
ke spoke; I saw the seams of the cassock start as
he Bent and lttle folds of ¢loth run rippling across
his back: then the door closed and we three men
were alone, and the graybeard beside the fire, who

that a

speaks,” “But it

with and con-
o o latent e
cansctnts
aniong those three

ol tn read @

handclas

and ever vet ap

part in an draraa;
Lenign, keen spirit of the
rohe

turned for instant away
chanpe .‘.l1-1 her th mave In

whispered

one

snme-
hildi=iy
Wwits as
“Our il

“Lame, runs

frankly. Thet

priest interposed

Slade,

never moved. .

“The old mun thinks I'm so good,” said Slade, lis
face flushed in humil:ation at the priest's dexterous
rebuke, “If hie had any sense he'd never try to hiteh
her to that pudding-headed mill-hand. Why, the girl
hutes him! 1f he'd be a little less harsh with her
and trust her . . . that's the way with widowers;
they want to be father and mother rolled into one™

“he priest came back from the fire: 1 helieve he
had been whispering to the graybeard. “Ah" he
pald, “1 overheard you again. What should & man

sucl sharp ears? he continued, humor-
“Now, my [riend, T heard you misjudging
Perhaps if you heard his
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ously,
that fine man down-stairs.
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| cannut reproduce his words, with their quaint
ation, the sqpumilling idiems, and the strong
phrazes struck from the man's enkindling anger and
crnse of stern justice; nor the scene in the dork room,
with the hell-buoy hanming below and the figure of
the graybeard only a blur agiinst the spears of the
PBut it was substantially this:

accent

fire.
new yacht lay in the little
soom of a rich man, ;. mil-
lionaire even 1n  those wealth  had
heaped up new fartunes for it e Tete des
tuntinlly the same as now,

Twenty vears before a
bay. Its owneér was the
davs, hefore
IRSOSS0TS
then sub
save that the cottages did not extend so far along
the hlufl, and the salmon swarmed in June up the
Black River, where paw the legs of the lumber-
mill lnat in the dam.  1he vacht was anchored off
the small pier; its owner ~pent each day ashore,
fishing, Sometimes, when be was tired of the sport,
he passed his days on the stoop of the house of the
village postmistress, whose husband acted as his
guide.

Rochers was

I pictured the scene at evening: gitls stralling arm
i arm along the pier, to cce the yacht oance mord
and exchange words with the spilor<; a little group
iesting with one who walked aleme, then, secing a
young man approach her, making off. calling hack:

“Run, Lisette. Here comes Pierre. 1f he should
cateh you yvou cannot cscipe hin."”

Fnvious were the glances that some cast back at
him, for Pierre Desmoulins with his fine figure and
handseme face, could have won many a girl in Tete
des Rochers in place of Lisette Tremblay, the daugh-
ter of the postmistress, though he was one of the
life-hoat crew and the death of his father in the
maw of the sea foreshadowed hi= own

Pierre caught the girl by the arm and linked his
own through hers. Thus they passed onward toward
the pier, he chattering volubly at times and again
silent, she always silent. Gradually, before the girl’s
indifference, Pierre’s speech died away,

Tlhiey stood at the pier's end, side by side, their
arms no longer linked. A tourist boat had cast
anclior, and her passengers thronged the decks, star
ing at the ficher-girls, pitving their lonely lives.

“IHow lappy  they those people” murmured
Lisette, envionsly.

“@h, some are happy and some are not” re
Pierre, sagely. "But they conceal their sor-
~as we dn'”

ure,

1

bt | ontled
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RBut they are free and they can go where they
wilh™ said “They are going—to Gaspe,”
e said, with indrawn breath

Pierre turned and looked at her.

"When we are married you will not want to roam,”
ce replied, Tinking his arm through hers again.

e detached herseli and stood gazing hard
sei, watching the gulls’ flight into the gray
Jindows that crept over the waves. The steamship
had cast off, and was already beginning to recede
into the twilight. The apposite shore had vanished
in the night mists, and out of the depths the vessel,
alight from stern to bow, blazed like a galaxy of
clirs.

And he ton, would sonn go thus, into that outer
world—the young yachtsman who had first taught
her that she was lonely,

A veice hatled her, pitched just so as to reach her
cars. She started and pgianced toward the yacht,
Pierre was talking to the harbor-master and did not
see. A man was beckoning to ker from the bow—
she knew him: Mark Frere, who ran cargoes of con-
traband from Baie du Loup opposite. a man of sin-
ister reputation among the coast folks. She saw him
lavgh, and his voice accentuated the norror of the
lonely shore. The incoming tide, turning the brack-
ish water salt, began suddenly to lap the rocks and
send up little ripples of spray. Next moment Pierre
came back; he had observed nnthing.

“Yon are sad, Lisctte,” he saud. “But when we
are married you will forget. Perhaps—"

He could not continue, for the shadow that op-
pressed her seemed to fall upon him also; it was the
Inneliness of men who strive against the mighty
forces of the hills and the sea.

She watched him in terror.  Always that mar-
ringe, Would he never cease talking of it? Maore
<ilent than before they retraced their steps toward
the clugter of log houses under the pine-topped
chiffs.

Later that night, while Lisette hemmed her wed-
ding clothes in the kitchen, Pierre talked with her
maother, the old postmistress, and the unheeded tel-
egraph clicked out its messages from village to vil-
luge along the shore, The girl caught fragments of
messages that came out of the void, through miles
of emptiness. Suddenly HO HO ticked ont. Tt was
the call for Gaspé.

Gu-pé, the ultimate port on the gray shores of the
St Lawrence, seemed the end of the world to her.
And the yvacht was going to Gaspé; going soon, go-
ing soon. The telegraph sang the words to her:
s00n, SO0,

The old woman, having heard Pierre's story, laid
her knitting aside and called.

“Lisette, come here!” she cried.

The girl came slowly in, her fingers picking at the
garment that che held.

“Pierre complains that you want to postpone the
wedding again,” she grumbled. “Why are yon so
foolish, ehild? 1If you don't take care vou will lose
hini,  He is not a man to be trifled with. Has not
the curé talked with you?"

She scolded her, while her futher, the half-witted
man who guided the yvachtsman. strolled in, chuek-
ling and rubbing his hands,

“Jean," cried the mother, turning to him, "here is

the girl.

sS0on, SO0y,

this daughter of yours again postponing her wed-
ding with Pierre.”

“Hal I knew it!" cried the old man, shaking his
pipe at her. “She is a wild thing—she is a little
salmon. She wants to go to sea like the salmon,
ch?"

“She wants to travel to Gaspé and the good Father
knows where," cried Pierre in exasperation. “Are
not all places the same?"

“1 knew it," cried the father, again. “There lies a
sulman stranded upon the rocks hard hy the river's
mouth.  When T saw him this morning 1 said to
him, “Thus it is with the daughter, my fine fellow.
She, too, wants to go seaward. And by the by she
comes home, gasping out of the <alt sea, as you
gasp for the elean, fresh viver water.'! He. ton, was
content—no, he must the ocean and taste its
salty tides. Ah, but he is glad to eame hame again,
his sides quivering and the look of a homeless man
in his eyes.” Tle¢ turned to his daughter. "The
salmon are like the tourists,” he said. “They come
and go as God wills: hut we are here—we are the
people.”

“Cease your folly,” the mother scolded.
she must not provoke Pierre any longer.
riot heed the curé, whom will che heed?”

Picrre leaned forward, flushed and excited. “Mees-
ter Blakes—lee, she will heed him,” he said. "He

iee

“Tell her
1f she will

aboard. A boy began hoisting the sails; they flapped
to the breeze, ard all at once the anchor was up and
the pier began tn recede.

“1 will not go with you,” she ecried,
ashore."”

The bny lookie up and grinned,
evilly and twirled his black mustache,

“Let me go!” eried the girl, striking at him, “T
hate you."

Mark stepped aside and bowed. "There is canie®
hody below whom you may like better,”" he =nick-
ered,

The curc paused and glancgd toward the form of
the graybeard by the fire. e had not stirred. Slade
and I waited in silence. Presently the priest resumed
his stary.

“Sooner or later,” the fishermen say, "the zea tells
all its secrets.”

But Pierre Desmoulins did not alwavs brood by
the tides, He paced the shores incessantly, inzatinbly
questioning the seafaring men in all the hamless of
the Gulf shores. Always he prayed to the Virgin
that he might tind her living and lead her home.
Soan his lonely figure became a sight well known
among the fisher-folk, Tt was during the following
summer that the old lighthouse-keeper made a propo-
sitron ta him.

“You miust not grieve all your life for her,” He said.

“Set me

Mark leered
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“Come with mne—<ome ncw,” he prayed.

shall talk to her. He has scen all the world from
the deck of his yacht."

Lisette saw the stranded fish upon the rocks next
day and recalled her father's words. Was that a
symbol of her own life? Had it attained its freedom
in the great sea, only to return to the waters of its
home, urged on by irresistible forces, shuddering out
of the vast tides, with straining flanks and gasping
mouth, mad for its home?

But he left for Gaspé to-morrow! She sank down
upon the shore; the thought was stunning., Sud-
denly a shadow fell across her path. She looked up;
Mark Frere stood at her side, smiling evilly, And
she was at the foot of the wharf, ten yards from
where his boat lay moored. Five steps up from the
sand, ten strides, and one was aboard. Why had she
gone thither?

That was what Mark Frere asked her.
not work with the other girls?" he asked,
are you dreaming of?"

She saw his black eyes Lent upon her, and, stam-
mering for words, as ane aslecp, she said:

“I want to see (Gaspe.”

“T'Il take you to Gaspé,” he cried. “See the good
little boat. At ance we run down with the tide.
Then to-morrow we shall return. Ah, the good little
boat, you should she cuts through the
waves,”

“You will—take me to Gaspé:" cried Lisette, her
eyes apen wide 1 fear and astonishment.

“Just for & little run—then back. Nobody will see
you come shogrd.”

::Wait. then, T et tell Maman "

No, no. Come now,"

He swung lier iip fram the sands te the pier and

led her to the edge. One spring. and they were

“Do you
"What

see how
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“1 am growing old; soon the earth will receive my
bones. Come, take my place, and T will teach you
how to keep the light burning after T am gone.
Presently the sea will heal you "

Pierre thanked him. “Perhaps, some time" he
said. “But not till T have abandoned lope” 1le
continued his searching. It was easily learned that
she had gone with Mark Irere ahoard the yacht—
but beyond that no one knew anything

Once Pierre went across the Gulf to Huaie o Lotp.
But all he could learn there was that Murk Frere
had disappeared, abandoning his wife and chilil. He
heard of Frere at Tadousac and, ohtaining absence
from the lifeboat crew. went thither. Frere had put
into Tadousac the preceding spring, they told him,
in a small fishing-boat; but he had no woman with
him,

“She will come when the salmon come” habtibled
the old guide, rubbing his hands and chuckling in
the gpring sunshine. The postmistress never spoke
of her, Such little tragedies were comman enough
in the Gulf villages. They must he borne uncom-
plainingly. But Pierre id not forget.

One day the mother said: “You ought to take a
wife, Pierre. You should not always grieve for her.
It is not natural for a young man to grieve forever
for one woman,”

The guide came in and took down his fishing-rod.
“1 must give you a drink of oil, my fine fellow,” he
muttered. “Soon the salmon will come, and then
the tourists."

They hoped that this summer would bring the
yachtsman to pert. Perhaps he could tell something
about the mystery, We must have known that Lisette
was nat betrethed to Mark

“If we had asieed him soener” said Werre, “he

wrmlld have given her advice and she would havk
hf-r' ed him. Ah, he was a fine man,” he continued,
kindled into fransitory enthusiasm by the remem-
brance of his friend,

':Ilr canght the big fish in the pool,” sald the old
guide,

But suddenly, unexpectedly, Pierre discovered
something, e had wandered 1o St. Joseph, seven
;nih-!l n|rrr[m the shore. There were some fishing-
ats in the bay. Gazine at them idly. }

Frere bending :’wr hiz rér.-h.t SR VR

Pierre crept back from the sands, He knew the
ship would put out an the iner ming tide; knew that
Mark would land the next day at Ste. Anne de Oui-
beron.  All that night he strode through the rain,
breasting the mountain roads; and at noon he found
his enemy. Mark Frere was coming out of an inn,
wiping his mouth upon his tleeve. He saw Pierre,
stopped, and squinted at him. Instantly Pierre was
at his throat,

“Tell me what you have done with her before 1
kill you,” he cried.

“T don't know where ehe i=" gasped Mark.

“Nou lie,” roared Pierre. “"Where did she ga?®

Mark hegan to tremble. “She did not go with me,
I swear,” he cried. “I kriow nothing of her. I was
lis duck-decoy."

Fierre shook. “Whose®" e muttered

"Meester Blakes—lee's,” he answered, picking him-
self up. “He tock her to Quebee, I suppose—that's
where his bnat lies up in winter,”

“Where does he live?" Pierre cried.

“Rue Louis Quinze, 420, =aid Mark, grinning as
he &lipped away.

Pierre made no effort to detain the smuggler. He
went to Quebec and found the street, followed it
down from the eitadel to the Lower Town, through
obseure alleys, past ehuttered houces with evil at-
mospheres; at last he halted before 4200 It was a
seamen’s tavern. In the back room sailors were drink-
ing with women of the Lower Town.

Pierre saw Lisette

There was a flurry and scramble in the room as
the

Yokl
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mmmates saw a tall man dressed in figsherman's
leap into their midst. The woman screamed
sprang for a door. Plerre followed her through
a short corridor, intn an empty court, under the
stars. He caueht at her gown and fell prone to the
ground, eursing and weeping, while she, dumb with
terror, huddled against a wall,

Presently he began to plead. “Come with me—
come now,” he prayed, “All are waiting for vou.
We will be married in the little church. T shall not
ask you anything. Come!

“I have not seen your face,” he wept. “You shall
come to-morrow; listen! You shall ecome in the
dark. Winter is near; the white snows will hide
everything—all memories. Nothing will be seen but
the tops of the pines and the true little light that
flashes over the sea. We will live there, Come
with me!"

She never spoke; yet he knew that he might as
well have prayved to the sky. At last he rose.

“1 shall always wait for you,” he said. *1 e<hall
go to the lighthouse., And every night its glow
be a beavon of welcome, calling to you across the
evil things of the dark."

When he went into the street the day was break-
ing. He made his wiy instinctively toward the har-
bar. him a yacht lay at anchor, brave
paint. As he aprroachied her he

hind him, teened and laoked int

and

wil!
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with brasses and
3
b

heard footstens
from
fatter halted and

of the yachtsman, staggering back
some night revelry ashare. The
clapped him onthe back drunkenly
w yout, fean he cried, thickly.

the face

“Where

Pierre folt in his cleeve, “Den't you remember
me?’ he asked, and plunged a knife into his breast.

“Yes, they pardoned him after he had served one
year,” sail the cure. “Me came straight hack ta
Tete des Rochers. and he never spoke of her after-
ward. By and by we got kim the charge of the light-
house, and ever since—that must be nineteen years—
he has been here.”

“But the woman?”

“She came back twn wvears afterward” the cure
answered. “T zaw the flash of distress from the
lighthouse and hurricd down the hill. Tt was the
middle of winter; ice choked the Gulf and a hurri-
cane was driving the pelting snows across the land.
But a priest is like a doctor: he cannot wait till the
sun comes out. I found a boat above the water-
line and drageed it down to the sea, entered, and
pulled for the point through the thick floes. A shat-
tered boat lay on the reef—just a common little oper
hoat, such as the tourists use in fine weather. In
side a woman crouched, shielding a bundle in ler
arms, and Pierre knelt at her side. 1 had just time
to hear hier and to give her the Sacrament.

"With lier two hands, unused to lalior, she ki
pulled that tiny craft clear over the Gulf tl
the blizzard, her only guide the steady heas
on Tete des Rochers,

Messieurs, and her heart tald her that God works
through the darkness. She had stripped half to the

hrough
A e
n gleam
But she was flving from «in,

skin; but she saved the chilll

Suddenly the graybeard rose and came toward us
from the fire, his arms stretched ont in front of him,
frop |§ l}]r -'?.“ t!u' f-;- n-f 1'.:- rlli.’\-'.,
he cried. "She had a

a3 themgh he
“She kad a salmen's eyes!”
salmon's eyes!”

The cure went forward and eupported him, led
him back to chair, and, stooping, threw some
more fagots upon the embers, Then lie came back
to Slade.

“"Sa perhaps you understand why that fine man is
harsh with the girl,” he said. “He knows that it is
lonely in Tete des Rochers; he knows the tug at her
hieart and the wild things that clamor in her mind
It is natural that the voung should be in love with
life and that they should hunger for experiences”
He addressed Slade only, and lis voice seemed to il
the chamber, re-echuing the solemn eall of the bell-
buoy without. “Hut
these innocent ones, it were better for him that a
millstone were put about hia neck and lie were
drowned in the depths of the sea."

Slade placed his hand upon my arm,
he said

But he said afterward that, with Saul, he had been
bowed before a blinding light which seemed to en-
compass him, playing its ficrce rays upon his soul,
so that the necessity of righteousness lay like divid-
ing steel between Mg purpose and its accomplishe
ment.
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